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certain number of people here very well. There is a
Polish Madame Potocka whom I like very nmch; very
sensible, clever, well-informed, and gentlewoman-like.
The Poles are, as you know, all romantic to a degree,
and so are many of the ladies here. They are much to
be liked for their good humour and good manners; but
reason and reflection are pretty much banished, and in
general their conduct is governed by the fancy of the
moment, or by some high-flown notion, novel-like, in-
explicable to our roast-beef understandings. There is
a round-about, much-ado-about everything*, which I
sometimes long to cut short by advising the plain com-
mon road, instead of which they all prefer a bye-path.
The German plays are always before my eyes: the
greatest absurdities they contain I see realised every
day; and as I see the whole merely as a spectator, I am
amused by the contrast to ourselves.'

Among the most welcome of the frequenters of St.
Yeit were the various members of the family of the Prince
de Ligne. In the early days of their acquaintance, Lady
Minto wrote,1 6 We had the Prince de Ligue, the Prin-
cess, Princess de Clary and Princess Flore, his daughters,
with several others, to dine with us yesterday. He is
very constant to us, very clever, but ttoo odd to be
understood at first by everybody. I like the whole
family, especially Madame de Clary, who is very fat and
looks stuffed with good nature. He has now nothing
to live on but his pay; but they bear their misfortunes
gently, and never grumble or complain.

1 To Lady Malmesbiiry.